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In affectionate memory, 
Thelonius Monk 
(1917 - 1982) 


And for Carol Mildon 


And none of this could have occurred 
without advocacy both forceful and intricate 
by Mary Militant plus one other amongst 
her aspects: La Soledad. Our Lady of Solitude. 


By what freak chance does the skin of illusion 
ever split, and reveal to us the real, which 
seems to know us by name... ? 

— Annie Dillard 


Country of hunchbacks! —where the strong, straight spine, 
Jeered at by crooked children, makes his way... 
— Edna St. Vincent Millay 


... In Caesar's icy eye a criminal act. But in gospel 
mandate - gift, discipline, and joy. 
— Daniel Berrigan 


ST. JOSEPH'S BLUES 
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1 jazz 


ee e NI NOIR : 


That album she did for Mister Min- 
gus. Found it thismorn at thin Oregon 
woman's Neighborhood Porch Sale. 
O 

Joni Mitchell calls 
God's Plan an in- 
sult. Nope. Just: nope. It's too 
hot t'jump salty and shout loud things today and 
God ain't a boogie man 

as 
quickest close look at any 
womanface might could show. 
Not Caucasian neither. 


Another thick warm evening. 


I go and come in rough 
(most scrutable) forms. Earth re- 
quires more than rattler-eyed squires. 


God's Outlaws 
come and go: o those 


who give no toot nor damn for what 
the President and old Cap'n Copperhead (the 
socio-psychic reality at core of Uncle Sam) say: 
like: 
usury and other fastprofit scams that they 
claim make your scorecard top drawer. 
Out- 
laws like sun-haired Clare who snubbed 
family Bigbucks and wedlock of means: 
t'make no-property her Order's 
bottom line. 
And like Mary the Magda- 
lene: she went from Hooker (this heavy 
world's primal photo of bescuttled self) t'the 
favored one who first heard Easter from lovelight's 
signal Son. 
In rough forms do I arrive 
and leave round dawn on Greyhound bus or atop 
reefer 'tween Black Hills and Puget Sound. 


I (outlaw as was our Boy) 
make it slow and with much help 
because 


one dark carpenter's yet-to-wake 
heart got blest by the teen woman's 
brown feet in yellow dust. I noticed 
them and her tree-tough willowlike 
stride o four trillion months ago. 


Or 
was it that recently? No matter. She leads 
certain 
Child Outlaws 


and I 
cannot claim exemption from the long and rough 
(and musical) 
game named Seek-Go-Find. For it's this search 
that lets God count who'll 
pioneer the New Place while Cap'n 
Copperhead's servants blink 
out of their subway tunnels and dig 
smoky roots: rove 
rubbled sectors for rats and earwigs to eat. 


..Or 
can my mate (young Mother of God) turn 
the Death Clowns round? I do 
not know. I am more than curious: I care. 

So. One 
tule for drinkin’ dollar wine on Tuscon night corner 
with women and men who long ago spotted toxic 
dimensions of ass-backwards American Dream: 


—Don't wipe rim of the mickey with flat palm: 

for 
the people know where their mouths been but ain't 
too sure about your hand. 


My forms. 

—So crude and scrutable 
that folks fat on ownself 
most often forget to look. 


Dear Homer on Florida Death Row. 

Dear 
Prisoners of every wild or political or blown-out 
stripe: 


No bad pun intended. I wouldst share 
with thee some favorite lines by Tom Merton: that 
outlaw and wisely lyrical fool. 

He here speaks 
of the sweet meek light-tough light who comes at us 
from cores of pears and white roses and defeat or wide 
Heav'n Wheels as well. Thus: 


We do not see the Child who is prisoner in all 

the people, and who says nothing. She smiles, for 
though they have bound her, she cannot be a prison- 
er. Not that she is strong, or clever, but simply 

that she does not understand imprisonment. 


And thou art there and I am here. The Yard sucks. 
For some the Big Yard wouldst be a step up. I beg 
thee: be patient with my affection. Disobdience (too) 
is Process. And thou art there and potential monklight 
also. And Sister Wisdom is much with thee and so too her 
outward physicalized demonstration who's Mary America 
and so too that same Mary's Son: first Desert Monk as 
well as first Word. 

And civil disobedience against 
Cap'n Copperhead properly may be called eucharistic: 
Godhead become willing prisoner in wafer and flour 
from the hot field. Locked in Communion crust. And 
then, Kris Parks-Selvig (friend in the slam for pour- 
ing her blood over nuke trigger plans) becomes Mary of 
Egypt who crosst Jordan River and was Desert Mother 
and Saint and Model for many whose dreck thus got burnt 
off by very Face of very God: as this Face refracts 


through Sister Wisdom (Sophia Shekinah Marystride)— 

so that we may stop and gaze. She loves prisoners. If 

the strangler State and poverty-based State fears Outlaws 
... then the mother of Christ Outlaw wishes to hear 
whatever rash Songs and Stories the raw pressure has helpt 
make. Join with silence and the antelope light it always 
rests upon. Kris Parks-Selvig becomes Egypt Mary both 
in time and far outside that corpulent rind. Cons 


who've made it far up amongst the canticle stars—such 
men and women call this Way "the little death." Mary 
Wisdom's even more. 

And the cottonfield shape-up 
comes at three. Bus stops in the baked-out Arizona 
dark: a few doors down from Bethany Mission on rawlike 
Congress Street. Hustlers hustlin' hustlers and the new 
moon nearer than we think. With luck I'll be cuttin’ by 
four. Note well that my long search is no 
punishment. 

It's a hard pleasure t'show 
how far one person might last. 


Postscripts. Part of 
what had gone just before: 


A few crazy locals got us a party comin’ 
Tax Day. Poor people's blood (our ownblood) 
spread over shiny quarters and dimes thrown 
from bank bags all over Courthouse Square. 

Hey. 
Caesar is but outermost face. We walk at shitjawed 
and furious beast. Eucharist and Child close 
distances. Now. Burglar, smack freak, pretty 
Chicana youngster carrying naught but tooth- 
paste in paper sack t'house for future nuns. 
Pool shark, hobo, Attica laundry slave, —Mary 
Wisdom wouldst kiss and play with each. Long ago 
did I grow (through Dream and Path) used t'that 
plainest set. 


+ 
Who condones the lost? 
poet Roethke askt. 
Get it on 
o thickset 
bard with tart folktale mind. 


The cotton stand knows her name. 
But those that sell the soft tonnage do not. 
+ 


And. I had forgotten yesterday was Egypt Mary's 
special square on Saint Calendar. That tough woman 
came into these lines despite my sleeplack lapse. 
And so: I wouldn't even try to guess who's with 

any given group of war resisters before, during 

and right after a given action's course.’ 


I do not know so much for sure. 
One forgets a great many matters 
when Body put on: again. 

Again and God kens (God only) for 
how many more of the trips. 


Story element. It's fact. Cap'n 

Copperhead has agents. They wouldst (how 
strange t'say) rather hate than like. 

Some look like old and drug-charred 
hippies. I recognize what's standard in 
garish garb from past contact: Seattle 
supermarket (once) and San Francisco lanes. 


If one of these can kill me be- 


fore I find her 

then 
Copperhead buys time: 
for his 


perverse and brackish 
fantasy. Control. 


I do not know so 
much for sure. 


But. May Day is mine as The Workman. 
An early try by Church for some solidarity with woken 
poor. And so. 

Joe Hill and child laborers 

of the coaldust-rotted lungs and Hay- 

market Martyrs and Mother Jones 

and Woody 

Patchen 
Debs and 
Emma Goldman: they watch and wait. For if I find 
it's coalition with her (the militant Mary Wisdom's) 
nonviolent band: like Berrigans and their young 
partners in faith as social force. For if 
I find then Copperhead must put all his 
troops in one unlikely (public) place. 
He'd 

rather capture and hack the breasts 
from El Salvador women who did underground 
union chores. 

If I find and still can say the old love 
then final earth march (then face-off) begins. 


Peter Maurin went hard. 
(May 1949.) It was 

a donated grave. 

Cardinal Spellman sent reps. 


And in Memphis some substantial types 
help put Furry Lewis (bent Blues 
master) at 

official rest. Furry on one wooden leg 
was guttersweep t'help buy 

his grits guitar strings rooms 

and Beale Street chickenshack pints. 


—So. Apparently we then adore 
our inspired poor 

over the scrubbed distance 
made by Death. 


aa 


Biddy Mulligan’s. Blues Bar. 
Chicago Far North Side. 


The worldly Junior Wells 
(showman grin yet glints like straight 
razor comin’ out): 
he shouts it strong for every 
Longwalk Solo Pilgrim — 
You got to show me babe 
I can't do it all by my sef 


and he calls the mouth harp 
(his grind and bleat hormonica) 
Mississippi Saxophone. 


+ 


New friends Jan and Jinny 
took m'latest jazz lyric into 
the book for their band. It 
is this (and Dizzy said 

he wrote the music off 

of one chord taught him 
by Theolonius Monk) — 
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What a hot night in Tunisia. 
But it’s all right in Tunisia. 

Though it's so hot in Tunisia 
Dizzy and Bird Parker play. 


One man from Kansas town 

he heard Black American pain. 
Tune’s time was streetnight truth. 
We’re never gonna be the same. 


If you should go to Tunisia 
walk kinda slow in Tunisia. 
When it's so hot in Tunisia 
listen for what prophets say. 
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(late Satnight) 


Baranski's at kitchen 
table readin' aloud now from his 
Resistance Journals. Chicago. 1970. 
And so m'poet pal gears up for new 
in-streets rondolet 'gainst beast. 
This experiential circularity: 
same as 
tots repeatin’ and repeatin' 
their moves: same as 
learnin’ to 
walk 
speak 
Sing. 
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- 
1 


sa al 7 i 


2 desert 


Coyotes. More than randy 
spirits. More than dogs. 


Coyotes. Amongst God's 
point-people. Outriders. 


Signal Folks. Like Crow. 


—for reasons that are little 
understood 

(says LA Times clip 
sent by the poet Maggie Arnulf) 

the 

coyote has begun to push back. Forays 
into foothill neighborhoods have be- 
come common. 


When coyotes snap 

(I mean when it's known 
there ain't more t'lose) 

our Poor move soon behind. 
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Ah Merton. Who wrote: 


Our thoughts became lambs. 
Our hearts swam like seas. 


And so it was when Cockroach Annie held 
credible Fool Card court in her room (Road 
Hostel over by Greyhound Bus Barn) and Chris 
received his ragtag handwove laurel crown: 
that flat hat made from paper: orange, purple, 
sky, babyblanket pink, dear bosky green. She 


made it fast as we floor-sat (all tired and wired 
after the Oblate College word bash where maybe 
eight dozen listeners cheered Baranski's prison 
poms and gave Chris white delighted silence: the 
gladly stunned love for New Voice Amongst) . . . 
Annie 

in that afterwards room lookt for all the world 
like a Peruvian conjure woman of the high and un- 
known towns. She put the loony cartoony hat 
upon his head with simplest gravity (the old song 
from stones) and used for blessing his own lines. 
Three only: these three: 

when I walk 

through the world 

my fur stands up like light 


+ 


Annie's Plan 

(though not yet spake) 
packed that room. 

Its walls held 

wisps like the silver 
hair that crept 

free of the black 
cotton shawl wrapt 
tight about her head. 


It went like this: 


Chris said When? 
and then she told him go home. 
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Francis Christopher (new son whose name she'd 
not heard) has kenotic transactions to see from 
the stroller along Paulina Street. 


His assent came out as a few more 
words from the papers he'd read 
aloud: 
avoid angry voices 
but more important 
beware of walking where there is no sound at all. 


a mountain climber told me this. 
aman with a crushed foot. 


+ 


Serious 

lamb-leap lingo. 
Like that. 
And then he was gone. 


+ 
Then Annie told Baranski and me: 


Each pilgrim worker — before 
touchdown beyond burnt-out 
dream: charred mirror: the dying 
things — first must find her or his 
replacement. So. 

Nevermore wonder 
why the Chicago stay. 
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Cockroach Annie hangs out most years 

right in front of no-frills Downtown Chapel 
run by St. Vincent de Paul Society on subsocial 
Pacific Northwest Skid Road. 

Mister Yeats did 
call her Crazy Jane: and she's never a lit'rary 
invention. 

Love is like the lion's tooth. 
Now and 
then she twists under manweight like a street 
child: raw child whose kisses are unfunny bites. 
Sometimes she sits in American Nazi bars or 
Amtrack stations that show their windy ruin. 
Gray Bobby Graves doth know how that one goes. 


The face she picks for Portland Skid Road 
(Burnside area and a wood bench at Baloney 
Joe's drop-in center her midnight bed) it's 


part starved wolfhound and (from bridge 
of nose upward) autumn Bear. She is not 
Mary Wisdom: she's my mother-in-law once 
called Strange Anna. Primitive feminist. Anna 
the Mad. 

Speech after long silence; it is right. 
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Near Princeton University. 
Coffee shop. The would-be 
slayer of your present reporter 
there and now appears. 


He gobbles down big chocolate 

sundae (sugar rush helps 

answer the shakes) then 

hits the street. Pirate anomie (tense 
selfmade law like Sixgun Years) sent 

him over from other side of moon. 

My near-opposite's what I had been. Exact 
opposite must be hell in a cardboard box. 
The warp's more than temporal. 

Entropy Hustler. Grey Clown. 
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for Florence Clark 


The casual as causal: 


unexpected (yes of course) 
fuel for m'Fool Card trip— 


the voice—a friend's sister 

heard for ten minutes—no more— 

that voice said yes for sure Old God 
understands the sheer ingenuous extra 
beauty the same Old Glowface had done— 


and yes this entry'd be so easy if I 

were paperback Romantic Novelist: thus: her sound 
was smoky and young: ground fog shot all through 
with springtime news leaks and Lord knows what 


and yet the technical 

commitment means more Pictures: as many 
as m'alliterative and late medieval 

tongue can manage one 

coolmorn at a time: 


so 


Eskimo children in White Crow River summerweight 
heavy as rites yet 

they play 

amongst the bright bits: 

colored wood 


and cry out delight and mantic amazement when 
Crow Mother Fox Prince Ecstatic Mother 
emerge from the plain shards and fly 

and I 
heard that totality rise from her throat chakra 
most naturally: sans thought: 


such bare gifts let our ventures hold party air. 
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Chanties of Sionville: 
how do they go? 


—San Juan de la Cruz 


She was on field labor bus. 
More science: bridges burnt. 


The ruins of Fort Selden (says one 
New Mexico guidebook) are best 
in the late afternoon shadows. 


Fort Selden now a sorta dwarf 
Stonehenge: but not built t'track 
vernal equinox nor Bethlehem Star 
that wild Red Book poets had 
known since neolithic romp: o 
seen (and Virgin too) in group 
campfire trances. Druid means 
oak-wise: Tree of God. 

I wonder 
Laurel Chaprichosa-Luna said 
how they decided who got to write the silver 
press release. 

But here near dawn it's 

a peach-hued shale bluff near Tucson 
near the stretched winter skyplain all 
packed with thorny greasewood 
whispers (paperlike stalks in low wind 
off Blanca Peak at the least) 

and I 
set down bridges burnt because Cal 
Lucien Maxwell Bagshaw (named 
for that trapper who married into 
that massive land grant) hands out 
the short hoes and rough wide 
cotton sacks and he swore no more shots 
at pay here if we kept on walkin’ and 
we did. 


I'd said Annie once took 
on this face: starved wolfhound . . . part 
autumn Bear. I lookt as we strode 
the peach-edged dark and that face 
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of Laurel Caprichosa-Luna somewhere 


had become horse: crow brow: glinting lynx. 


My garbage rounds produced 

a few slick magazines: and one line from 
one commercial air carrier journal went 
loud within m'noggin while our 

walk became a light run and we ran 

and ran as if the feet knew why. 

Was she (I asked) atter an abortion? 


Don't fret 
Laurel Caprichosa-Luna 
said. Her futher came from Victoriu's 
clun. he colleague of Gerunimo. Those 
peuple could run for miles with river 
water held in their mouths: tu learn 
denial. Breath control. 
And then 
she said 
Daughter. 
I have a Bird Daughter. My body 
feeds her. Yuu get fuod and I feed 
Bird Daughter. Don't speak more: 
pleuse. 
And 
St. Francis yung on the day of his death 


the words from that magazine and 
trashbarrel prize. 


Oak-wise. 

Desert. 

Outlaw Woman. 

She ruus fast. 

But not faster nor longer 
than Christ Outlaw's 
Rough Lree. 


Fiancis Married such a 
one: Dame Poverty. 
It's the kenotic 

tune that she 

teaches. Blanca Peak. 
At least. 
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were 


The lower boldly baroque: 

a maze of infinite ways. 

The upper thrilling and strange: 
diamond dust in a blaze. 


San Juan. One more time. 
With Mississippi Saxophone and 
Chiricahua raidsong behind. 


Bethlehem Opera. 


Nazareth (homey 
dustyard April-dappled Jesus-appled)— 


Nazareth Dirtfloor/Stewpot Blues. 
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Did I fear a great multitude: or did 
the contempt of families terrify me 
that I kept silence and went not out 
of the door? 
—Job's Diary. 31:34. 


—The real Door. It's 
thinner than soapdish 
scum. 

But. Basilisks 
and fifty-pound spiders keep 
watch at that Door. And identi- 
ties all ran together when we 
went: poet Lew Welch was my Cousin 
Albert who gulpt moonshine under 
the stript walnut trees 

and Annie 

Dillard was Marie Van Vorst: the 
early labor investigator. She documented 
women's hatred of spool-room and heart 
rot (literal) at Southern mills. All mixt 
like squid ink and saltwater. Grace 
Jewett Baranski and Flora Purim (song 
person—I first had heard Bird Daughter 
in Flora's Brazilian rush)—both somehow 
were Cockroach Annie come back. 

Even 
when that Hag Part happened—well—it— 
Laurel Caprichosa-Luna kept what she 
bottomline was 

by (anchorite—anchor 
woman—here like oxygen and scree)—by 
tabling as with poker bet all that she'd 
been and been. Throughout her hour (it would 
appear) there wasn't a more prepared 
earth dweller t'maybe call for aid 
and it—the minimal— 
my microlick love shot— 
it and Bird Daughter's 

temple bop 

funerary Formula Tune 
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(move any music 
fast enough and it transforms 
t'Christ Kid, recall)—the belly kiss and taut 
hawk rune 


and Laurel Caprichosa-Luna screams 
a streak of muddy orange that whips up like a wide 
wide blast—one 
sentient fire-chunk and bitterweed 
arrow that splits the very Sky Bowl— 


Laurel screams. 
Grabs back her breath. 
Screams more. 

Once. 
Twice. 

Thrice. 

—The rood-thick bloody 

screaming went straight at— 


O Lord— 
my head's hair flasht beyond 
simple fright-sparks—my hair 
felt afire for 
it was not possible 
right then 
t'see 


whether her scream wouldst batter 

the Time-Door: 
or the 

very Chair of God. 
There's more. Believe it. More. 


Laurel Caprichosa-Luna 

screams (her scream itself declares) for every 
pregnant Skid Road woman ever 

rousted by Vice Squad goon 


(hey I can tell you got one in the oven but 


some of these uptown guys get into kinky 
tricks—) 
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And her screaming must've made 

some room 
for in shot the Hag of the Desert (not all ugly— 
face like Tinker Bell 
but flesh white as sour cream 
and just about t'fall away 
as off snakebite-blistered 
arm: 
raw 
steamy 
gone)— 


Her voice came out like three years old— 
tiny womanchild voice made loster than crazy 
by grief— 


You fucking bastards beat Richard—I saw it— 
you sheriff cocksuckers—go gobble sheriff cock 
and leave my Richard alone— 


I knelt up 
before her. Felt Hag breath like meat yet alive— 
hamstrung elk now torn at—black eyes watching 
it all-ript bellywide by nightmare twill-gray 
pit bulls— 

Hag breath full in m'face. Next: not what 
we call a courageous act. Simply this: at these 
moments it is necessary t'notice whether 
the assault challenges Head Basilisk or the Throne 
where no one (not even in transtemporal rage 
and the most massive sadness)— 

where no one 
may curse. 


We went for the child's clothing (Hag 
hissed)—my Richard the diesel mechanic with 
warrior hair like black wind—and he was 
brown borderman and so the money must have 
been stolen and so 
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The fattest basilisk had 
her darkhair clampt in its mouth 
and it 
shook its head 
fast 
in wide arcs. The 
effort: t'snap her neck. 


Fuckers and their clubs 
backt us up behind the breakfast place—R ichard 
stood himself in front of my stomach—Bird Daughter 
wails like— 

o—the clubs went down—the clubs 
went—and Richard's head 

—at first the clubs sounded 
like stone striking stone—and then 


Her screaming 
had occurred priorly. Once. I could 
not catch the When. What next I did 
had been done back there—long o 
long before Christ Outlaw got born— 
Amur River unto Tartar Straight—cold 
nest for Tarantula Princess and her mate— 


Snow Cobra of the thrice-split 
tongue. It wasn't landlust made 
the people move in plainsong packs 
so far—Snow Cobra followed—and 
Richard's Victorio and then Richard 
himself—but did their mortal best— 


like stone 
Striking stone—and then like cudgel smash at— 
help 
us—melon pile all soggy and crackt—like pissed-off 
cattleman kicks the puffed side of bull dead from fast 
anthrax—hard bootpoint—pulpy thump- 
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I saw my 
Richard's brain—it globbed on pitted cement—you 
motherfuckers left his brain like red dog turds on 
the street—threw down the cheap pistol right 
next to his cheek—fuckin Injun went yah-ha— 
and I must visit every shithole in Southwest-l 
collect like blowflies the hardness—to kill— 


And so I-survival mandate—for whatever 
love ever had been in there—I put m'mouth 
all wide across hers—no Hollywood takeout 
music—there's more— 


Hag sank her small tecth right through 
m'lower lip. Sank 'em in and tore— 

that's why 
I now wear this white and pencil-thick 
scar from mouth t'chin: because 

(one more scream— 

with parades and Amazon Delta chant stuff—with 
Milton's verse in it)— 


she held Head 
Basilisk’s main throat—vein between her very 
jaws and in the manner of basilisks it faked 
a sob or two and whispered—I am but 
patriarchal, not bad-May we be friends?—This 
simply is my lot in the workforce—All’s right?— 


Up yours she said 
(and I heard it)—up 
yours she said and walkt in. 


+ 


And then that Hag's dead-looking flesh gave off 
this odor: peonies. 


Peonies. Later I got real curious. 
Hit the books. Healer women 
who workt for Apollo usta 

make from peonies a medicinal 
mash. 


30 


3 church 


While Sun-Times pushes its probe 
(an old headline word there from 
when I workt copydesks in Oregon 
and Sacramento and rather mantic 
New Orleans)—while it chips at 
Cardinal Cody's financial fix 

I enter 


Jonquil Hotel. 

Was ratty. Scabrous. 
Seventy-plus units 

into gradual renewal 
now: Christ-fueled 
people's co-op staffed 

by Good News Coalition: 


—Bev, Chris, 
Dan. Frank. And Bud the Far North Side street 
minister (Presbyterian) and others. Alice. And 
the Gatlins. Billy Bert. Fred. Sa Hung. O. Seve- 
ral others I have not yet met. Good News tag 
employed by dusty gospel hobos of those crisis 
years. (Before Constantine thought t'dilute 
the mustard and made us official State Church.) 


Chris and Alice and their new son Francis: 

my Catholic Worker friends who have the neighbor- 
hood hospitality flats called St. Elizabeth's 

House. Elizabeth was/is the Marywyfe's cousin. 

Their meet (two pregnant women) drew forth 

that Mary Canticle: Old Godhead's pledge through 
young carrier of the tiny brown Christ (our Boy-on-loan) 
as forever mover for Planet Revolution. 


Whatever Cardinal Cody had or hadn't done 

(he once said radical theology student Baranski never 
would achieve the cloth in Chicago Archdiocese) the 
larger news always burbles where the poor stay. 


Unchecked access t'dollars by the thousands: and 
City Hall rousts the street folks over here so condo 
swells may glom the broken blocks for cheap, Any 
churchman in such position needs t'beg sweet 
pardon from any rickety kid on West Jonquil Street. 
Ashland. Howard. Paulina. 


BS 


Yes. Whether or not 
the bigbucks shuffle story holds a gram or ton 
of too-rare truth: well: his very hold on that much 
idle money is what wouldst make the carrion bird 
and hyena (though used t'rotted meat) quite 
sick at belly's pit. Disparity. Disparity. Greed. I 
shan't become shrill. 
For every prelate 
with a slush fund one day must 
deal with the shattered poor for the very 
life of those so-proper souls. 
—So said Cockroach 
Annie when Baranski and I took her some 
rice-and-okra (Down Home) soup. She gave it 
away and added that, these times, she subsists 
on bread bits dipt in red wine. Well: we might 
have known. That was the food trip of Jeanne 
d'Arc, 
The bigger bulletin: bigger than Cardinal Cody's 

bucks and the Sun-Times try at a quick fry: 

in 
the few square blocks round 
St. Elizabeth's House (clear Chris reports) 
forty-two languages and major dialects do 
churn the crowded air. When park dusk 
falls across the high-density redstone apartments 
fast basketball chatter reveals a United 
Nations of streetwise children. 


And. The thin and palsied man who rents 

Jonquil sleep-space next t'mine now 

swears like tipsy pirates because his key 

won't hit lock. Those Cardinal Codys need t'know 
that ostensive obscenity from the trashed-out poor 
gets heard by The Christ as hard prayer. 


"hospitality flats" means 
that Christ meant exactly 
what he said (no Liberal 
checkbook removal from 
thick Bowery stink) re: 
service t'the "least" and 
so Catholic Workers be- 
gan in Great Depression: 
soup kitchens open doors 
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anarchic war resistance 

and radical union ties. Dear 
Dorothy Day: tough writer. And 
Peter Maurin: tramp and farmer 
and plainspeech philosopher 
from old French peasant stock. 
For Christ meant what he said 
re: service in drossless personal 
ways. Worker houses (I'm told) 
now number fifty or 

so across this tight land. 

Plus a few rural spreads. 

No non-profit writeoff 

tickets from the feds. 

Christ meant what he said 

and Peter (whose model was 
hostel system built by 

medieval Irish monks)— 

Peter of the ruint thirdhand suits 
said that what Christ said 
meant social dynamite. 
Maurin's art was this: 

synthesis: rich history and its 
imperatives if one wouldst 

pick up Christ Outlaw's cross. 
(And ifrood's a terror then 
freedom also for they are one and sane 
same). And that Peter 

of the sweatmarkt hobo hats 

set it down in stanzas simpler 
than weeds: the scholar must be 
workerand the worker 

scholar. Dyramite, Friends. 

I think that tough Phil Berrigan 
keeps plain and wild Peter's route. 


+ 
Philip: from prison 
some years back: —men will still murder 
Christians rather than endure 


true love from them. 


+ 


3 


Such basic tunes: the elder 
Berrigan's and those which 
1 have prottered all through 
these schoolkid tablets: 
Penway, Front Row, Mead (in burnt 
orange). And braw Baranski has his 
new book t'cdit that haiku 
journal re: resister's jail term. 
Dorothy. Peter. Clare. Dan. 
Old Anna. O. Dearest Liz. 
Mary Wanderlight. Francis. 

Be with our small pro 
jects on Cupperhead's turf. 
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for Susan and 

son Tom (it's amongst 

his Maps): and yes 

for Maura Clarke 
Jean 

Donovan Dorothy 

Kazel Ita Ford 


Bucky Fuller chose 
synergy 

as our singlemost 

major word. 


Annie said 
kenosis 

kenotic— 

the national schoolyard 
(for it’s all some 
small and coastal 
mountaintown college humpin’ toward 
Community) 
needs 

those at top of semantic heap— 


+ 


It's the emptying out 
Christ Outlaw did 
(imagine what got left be- 
hind: future Saint Circle RealerSun White Sea) 
so t'take on mortal form. 
It's 
the fairly new theology of 
Bowery Free Clothing Barrel 
rather than grad seminar: young- 
sters raised on capitalist ways 
these days choosing 
ghetto 
favela 
Sowetos with- 
in (0 so explicitly) Oakland and 
St. Louis East. 
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To sing with the winos 

(said Annie after fast 

read-through in these Road Notes)— 

To sing with the winos 

means fear's weight-loss 

if your Student Face can ignore 
Casework Tracking Modes: the outworn 
matrix of even more jailerlike 

“results.” 


+ 
I cherish the obvious. Thus: 


Service made grim chore 
ain't that at all. 


40 


Job Hunt sucks: yet 
all choices but that one 

(Fiat) 
also wink out. 


So. Tonight I am a fry cook. 
Brother Lawrence be 
with me. You (stone kitchen 
swamper and short order chef 
for those French monks) saw 
God contantly in steamy mop. 
Iam some distance from such. 
To get 
over easy 

just right 
ain't aulomatic. Like sestiina 
on a dar from boyhood beerbar 
poet peers— 

this discipline in its becoming 

gives (more often than not) a pain in the ass. 


Well. Laurel Caprichosa-Luna 

spoke of Janis Joplin in that way and I 
remembered: she had taught a course called 
Radical Criticism. University of New Mexico. 
Back when Leslie Silko also taught there. 

And the frankly somber Chicana (not unlike 
my Mary-based fantasy mate: and 

fine the lupine memory gleam in her thin 
Shulamite face) once had praised 

a book of mine. For Small Press Review. Of a 
summer whose number I cannot call up. 


I now fave a family. This ain't 
propreitary. This simply seems so. 


God must overlook m'whispered curses. If 
Catalim (owner here) spots the ruint eggs 
she'll 


say getback in the wind. 
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4 magdelene 


Each now and then I buy a Thrift 
Shop suit and go lobby for child 
care centers: bag ladies: student 
aid. And so it's sad slick motel 
an hour by metro bus away from 
Capitol Hill. News broadcast: 

The administration 
has set up a high-powered task force to determine 
military manpower requirements to fit its strategy of 
preparedness to fight a long con- 
ventional war worldwide. 


Sick rush. Corrective 

whim. I crack Gideon 

Bible on dresser and check 

out the other news: and this 

from wiry Matthew pops 

into m'eye: 
And there was 
a good way off from them a 
herd of swine feeding. 
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And the thinwrapt beggar woman had 
put herself outside St. Brigid's (San 
Francisco) so t'catch the noontide 
postMass crowd. 

I askt after her overall 
health. And when her bentdown head came up it was 
a face of fulgid planes 

‘like: 

one woman made fresh of a sudden and one 
whose brow had been built from trilliums. 


Lilty: O yes I’m fine. Quite fine. 


The bent beggar job is her ministry 
you see. 
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——_——= 


Copperhead. Hard snout. 
Eyes like boiled snot. 

This obscenity (made 
corpulent by raw illicit force) 
but for his rank amongst 
world-slayers might look 
merely crazed. His hunger 
(as juntas and Hattermad 
Bush) ends not. Wouldst 
eat the stars. And yet 
these pressures do me one 
favor: few wasted words. 
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Dear Aida 


Need t'sit with your letter for a bit. One 

immediate reaction: 
Those who pooh-pooh Clowns 
seem in danger of forgetting 
that the Wedding Feast is Now. 
Were it... with other, later 
dimensions having only slight 
differences re: 

rhythms, 

brightness, conjunctions. Those 
who pooh-pooh Peace Clowns per- 
haps require prayers against 
tunnel-vision and (sad t'say) 
pride. 


+ 


The hunger for martyrdom ain't Fiat: and therefore seems 
subtle and seductive breath of Copperhead: beast. 


+ 


True Clowns live on the edge of their reality: a condi- 

tion of lyfe. From that "silly" position one may move as Fiat 
requires, sans a whole lot of "psychological adjustment.” I 
have seen serious and self-assigned Christian "point 
persons” (outriders on given issues) get nutty and suffer 
great personal loss. One loses till it's understood: 1) all 
comes from God .. . 2) we got nuthin tlose. If a Phil 
Berrigan saves no time for clowns, I respect that. He's so 
tragically rare: a Catholic social analyst with hardtime 

(true Paulos dockwalloper brickyard) upsight. For Daniel, 
Cesar Chavez, Jim Douglass, nearby Baranski, Chris and 
Alice McCawley of our Chicago Resistance Crew—for these 
the value of Clowning is well known. I suspect Dan would 
dig, oh, the 15th century Parisian jogler. Seen properly, 
Gandhi's historic fast (unto death if that had been God's 
storyboard) is cosmic cartoon. To bleed's easy. But. To 
chortle these times . . . well? 
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I do not grasp 
so much for Sure. 


But ah some words 
from some who 
do study the Thanatopsis Pavan— 


It's a desire to take death inside 
(said Bly 
our boldest pixie-prof)—This is the thrill that leads 


the President on to lie 
and, friends, it just don't matter 

who's at Big Desk 

:for the corporate imperatives scar 
the glib and fever-gut whomever 

unto subhumanity. And 
lest we ignore the sick kick in ridin' Copperhead (the 
power lizard's choked-off Frog Chakra and hump-hard 
spine)-Once the beast is loosed it can travel 
in only one direction. The descent into hell can be 
an exhilirating ride but it is a one-way trip. I 
know. I have been there 
said 


Albert Speer: that Hitler's minister of armaments 
and yes the snake-hypnotic dwarfs o drear and closest 
pal. And Cockroach Annie told me in lastnight Dream: 


The Christ is that coherence at the Sundance Pip of atomical 
lore and structure: and below this range the invisible Dawn: 
and so each bomb test means Crucifixion once more | again | 
no rest for the ript Lamb and here's the nightmare part: 

at least one of the nailers never loses consciousness of this raw 
datum and paranoid dance. In his belly flock tarantulas 

on parade. 


And she declared: /t’s open ground that shall reveal her. 
You've good errands in Chicago but Chicago shan't. 


So. Am weary of an evening. I guess ministry (like one's 
Best Face) (it emerges when one forgets it's there) may 

be called accidental. In Jonquil lobby: Chris and I sang 
bebop with the Black winos. Scat solos borrowed from Bird 
Parker Wardell Gray and (at highest energy) the feral 
sanctified Roland Kirk to boot. And Storefront Gospel Riffs. 
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And. The man with both hands burnt and dripping (Emergency 
Ward gauze strip did flap and whip about as he sang because 
he'd had a fight on the corner and so split one wide): he 

said I did a fair rhythm bass. After the hot set we wrapt 

his ruint fist. Was that act the bottom line of quick en- 

tire trip? 

The more snappy my conclusions, the further from 
plain truth. La pura verdad. Feminine gender. Mexicans thus 
begin with a knowledge I get the slow way. Knowledge 
built in. 
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Princeton side trip t'pick 

up data packets. Trees afire 
under Harvest Moon. So much 
light across the page that 

I hardly can see-- 


Ned Landau (payroll-type 
employer) based here. Big 

as half a hayload. Ned's: 

harsh and funny—Brooklyn 

then Murray Hill campaigner— 
came up (or maybe down like 
Alinsky) from streets. Now 
financial aid chief for, oh, 

a couple hundred private 

schools. Workt hard for St. 
Bobby and never got over that 
younger Kennedy's death. Insists 
he can't comprehend my poems. 
Says too I may take on salary 
chores whenever Catholic Worker 
or my kids' needs predicate. 
Whenever. For short as. 


+ 


Ned's mate (Luba) wears 
variations on Rust and Pump- 
kin: and handwove shawls of 
Smoky Pink. Does so nearly 
all year long. Governs the store 
while Hillward lobbyteam plots 
t'goad neanderthals. 
Photographic mind. 


aa 


And so it is that we go 
good distances and do joust 


with Senate staffers .. . House side... 


those who break the wild 
horses for New Babylon's 
unburny Bush. 
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Now 

normally I dream her (Mary 
Bride Shine) by water. The other 
night: 

in still and hilly spot all 
Mustard and Dun. She wore a bandana 
of blue like Arles summersky. 
Tied round her head Third 
World style. Didn't look 
older. Never does. I asked 
advice: Road Specifics. She 
said 

T trust you-- 


+ 


Ol' Jacky the wino saint: 

he was a master at fictive 

proper names: sinew'd giggles 

and ethnic anthems assigned 

t'like Snyder and Neal and Corso (fair 
North Beach poolshark yet) with af- 
fection in most cases and yes 

antic art. As you have seen: I pre- 
fer real names. But if I took 
Kerouac's mode 


the name for Grace Jewett 


Baranski would be: Cora Dorcas. Cora 
(or Kora) for vernal months. Dorcas 
after the early Christian woman: 

her days become ministry of Retum 
via the unpublicized seamstress 
patience within Spring. The white 
woman who has taken Third World 
memory and tunes: has planted them 
throughout the long (and more solar 
then lunar) space behind her face. 


+ 
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Dillard. Luba. Grace. 
Alice with Francis Christopher 
hearty as bread and roses at 
mothermilk's breast. The white 
nuns who've learnt from combat 
(foreign and domestic) just 
what Pimp 
Mayor 
Jurist 
Rapist 
can and cannot kill. 
—Such 
women and their darker 
sisters: our here/now exemplar 
souls. The lesson: 
abide 
but more than that: 
abide in motional witness t'make new. 
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Privilege is the sickness 


her short note said. 


Too many steaks and soft beds 
make that wormy weary chirr 
about both eyes 


so learn again 
time's not tall nor long 


and privilege carries terse costs: 
it must become as putrid flesh 
under the sockets and arm-pits and ribs 


In short (to employ your own rhythms 
as a matter of conciliation and raw sense) 
she ain't amongst the three-martini 
longlunch crowd 
for she'd 
rather be a blown-out Bag 
Lady than any amateur Harlot on 
This Cold Hill Of Privilege Called Law 


Hello it's neither mad nor sad to see you: 
I have my wormy moments too 


+ 


Know that The Monocle (fairly posh) 

(witty waiters and greeters with Who's Who 

loud in their proud gesturing) is where 

Senate Side staffers and the wishful hang out. 
Cockroach Annie lookt trim: her black 

slacks and fresh-bobbed silver hair. 

A meat market bar is a meat market bar 

and a power hooker's heart stinks bad 

she had penciled back where the dishwashers 

work. The hand that brought Ned's Aussie beer did 
show off a moonstone ring. My tonic water (warm: 
with lime) stood atop the note. The stylish servant's 
ears were high pink with Plans. 


54 


Anna (bedroll occupation force 
of one 

plus Mary Wisdom at the vibra- 
tory rate of those Songs who flit between 
Archer and bright Lion and both Dippers 
and Pisces design) 

(that means nearly 

visible but not quite so)—well— 
Anna and her Daughter found their fardown 
wait space at 9:14. The new day's sky 
was a field of snow. Thin odor of windblown 
snow came in everywhere. Black bushes in the park 
bent this way and that. 


+ 


God's Child-Bride said in m'crowded Dream 
she would stride with Cockroach Annie on 
the morrow. 

Mary reported as well (swift wit 
intact) the maybe Mexican earth-name she moves 
about with on occasion. God's Lady shares God's wry 
and educative Coyote vein. It just might have been 
Mexican: or some Albanian nursery rhyme recorded 
at one speed and played back faster. She accellerated 
syllables into music so that (allow me this guess) I wouldst 
not feel overly secure. For the penalties of self-comfort 
come Clear if one but scans transcripts from power 
press conferences or that twinkly word-fop's television 
interview shows. I almost heard what it was and cannot 
write it. Yes. The nomads of Revolution (Rita Mae Brown's 
good phrase) thrive not on easy finds. I'm left with this 
impression: the "haunted Mexican woman" (mentioned 
elsewhere so long ago) had the ministry of clues . .. was 
that hidden sacrifice ascribed t'The Virgin by Pope 
Paul Number Two. One chortles then sends up thanks. 


+ 


The story's not arcane. It has been known 
since long before The Wheel by reps from both 
sides of the street. Copperhead (made weird 
and nearly blind by pride in his own brilliance) 
fled the most holy sector with his mad gang 


a) 


because a young woman from the mortal poverty 
class had been chosen as reed-clean medium 
for Christ Outlaw’s Incarnation. 

Copperhead's 
hatred for the lovely one still is that which 
traps the planet within rot, warfare, hard 
time. His hatred wouldst confligrate all mountains 
rather than dispel. Copperhead: perpetually 
cold. Those heat-pipes below cake-white Capitol 
are his secondary hangout whenever he hits town. 
And that's where Annie and her wooden prayer beads 
lay in the cut for him now. 


+ 


It can happen on any corner. This noon the 

Danish merchant sailor from Princeton snack 
shop—he had no shakes nor other sign of lost 

steps. Constitution Avenue. He wore a dark wool 
tailored suit with vest. London Fog raincoat 

over right arm. Our sight-lines locked for per- 

haps three seconds. The rings round his pupils were 
deep yellow: like bands round coral snake. 
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a 


5 victoria 


for Victoria de la Roca 


Guatemalan nun got 
dragged off by 
rightwing gunmen 
(masks in place) 
and convent burnt 


: for militarist rulers 
think Priests and 

Sisters like 
Victoria de la Roca 

(Order of Bethlehem) 


side with leftist 
commandos in 
overthrow act. 
Sister Victoria 
hath known 
violation not 
speakable. This 
is what 
it's about: 
the Power Snake 
that coils like 
impacted shit 
in gut of 
bunker honcho. 
General Fernando 
Romeo Lucas Garcia. 
And all the clotted 
(mad orphan) pride 
his job title 
forever implies. 
All generals 
one general 
under the flesh. 
Sister Victoria 
sat stript. 
So many 
titular Christians. 
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Each Capitol 
Hill lawmaker 
that grants 
the Garcias aid 
puts his or her 
tongue right up 
Copperhead's ass. 
The storied 
orgy of nightmare things 
ain't old nor 
somebody's bad joke. 
Proof: Brides of Christ 
fall raped and shot 
and most elected 
reps prate away 
any impulse toward 
curative response. 


—I remember the lines as best I can. 

Bird Daughter told like crows her namesake's 
bitter day. We three got the foregoing while we 
three went back. It was a long and silent walk. 
With Tom Merton we thought: quote: 


...O love, why can't you leave me 
alone?—which is a rhetorical question 
meaning: for heaven's sake don't. 


But then Bird Daughter began the harsh 
crow-bold Song. Convent timbers made black 
by fire's manic long mouth. The Bride called 
Victoria de la Roca hit by several fists. Those 
masked ones cannot breathe well. Such is 
their lust. The mask loans slyness. It's a 

tight circle that they form— 


Nor are 
political tags 
simply glib 
items. The 
Neanderthal 
fear-rites 
never have 
died out. 
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And Bagshaw at the bus shed said he'd 
call the cops. Laurel Caprichosa-Luna took 
the Elephant Man cloth away from m'face. 
Cotton Boss vomited. That says a whole bunch 
about Laurel: for on our home walk she had 
kisst m'split lip again and again. The Zen 
folks say vomiting of a tall morn’s quite 
healthful. I cannot tell if the fellow enjoyed 
that fierce flash (wherein joke opposites 
conjoin at their single root)—what's reportable 
is he flasht on m'chin and puked and then 
let us ride. Bethany Mission. Dear drear 
Congress Street. Catalina said over her 
washbowl in the rear 

we'd both be better 
off when I decided t’stop raw downstairs 
tumbles behind Mad Dog: 

the most popular 

streetcomer wine. 


Now Laurel Caprichosa-Luna 
and Bird Daughter doze 
through a hot bath at Catalina's 
house with the Virgin of Guadalupe 
balanced (not tentative) upon that 
frontroom wall. 


Christ Outlaw o 
hear me despite my pinball-goofy 
ways-—t here propose that thy coalition 
crew shall henceforth be called by 
The Victoria Brigade. 
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